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and the accepted landing-place is on the narrow beach
at the shore end, where, after a race through the break-
ing waves, the seaman is landed in a somewhat damp
condition. In front of him a little copra warehouse
stands in the shadow of some trees, flitted about for
ever by a clan of dwarfish swallows. A line of rails
bends out of the mouth of the valley and comes to the
bend of the beach; walking on which the newly arrived
traveller presently becomes aware of a beautiful fresh-
water lagoon, with a boat-house, and behind that a grove
of noble cocos."

But the time had come to start for Tahiti by a course
lying through the Paumotus or Dangerous Archipelago,
a group of numerous low islands, unlighted save for
one or two pier-head lamps, and most inadequately
laid down upon the chart

For this reason at Taiohae they had shipped a mate
who knew those waters well. The much-travelled
Japanese cook had been returned to his home, and his
place taken by a genuine Chinaman. Ah Fu came to
the Marquesas as a child and had grown up among the
natives; he now followed the fortunes of his new mas-
ters with entire devotion for two years, until the claims
of his family were asserted and took him home reluc-
tantly to China.1

i Mrs. Stevenson writes: " In fact it broke his heart to go. Ah Fu
had as strong a sense of romance as Louis himself. He returned to
China with a belt of gold round his waist, a ninety-dollar breech-
loader given him by Louis, and a boxful of belongings. His intention
was to leave these great riches with a member of the family who lived
outside the village, dress himself in beggar's rags, and go to his
mother's house to solicit alms. He would draw from her the account
of the son who had been lost when he was a little child; at the psy-
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